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Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
My other fic is on hiatus for the time being until | figure out a proper ending! Sorry about that! 


"Ohlin!" 


Øysteins voice could be heard bellowing behind me, buried in the sea of people trying to get to their next 
class. As for me, | was actually heading off to lunch or what | recognized as being the worst part of my day. | 
can't recall a single day where | don't get ridiculed at the lunch table or get garbage thrown at me. That 
wasn't the worst of it though. Occasionally, I'd get my head dunked into the toilet in the boy's locker room or 
pantsed during gym. I'd get a good beating once in awhile but l'm quite used to that. It's not like anyone tried to 
stick up for me or anything. | chuckled at the sight of Bystein shoving his way through the crowd. He tried to 


make himself seem so tough when really anyone in that crowd could easily knock him over. 
"Are we still doing practice later?" 


‘lm not sure if I'm really feeling up for it.” 


"You're Mayhem's vocalist! What are we supposed do without you." 

"Find someone else." 

"Everyone else sounds like shit!" 

“Alright. | guess." 

Its at my home, remember. Don't be late or else!" 

Øystein abandoned me for Varg of all people. | didn't blame him though. | wouldn't want to be caught dead 
sitting next to someone like myself either. Tom sat with me sometimes but he was always so busy with clubs 
that he rarely came to lunch. Tom must have gotten too embarrassed sitting by me to bother coming back 
Speaking of Varg and Øystein, those two had something really strange going on. Somehow they've convinced the 
whole school that they're a couple. | know it's all for shits and giggles but it's pretty damn convincing if you 
ask me. | didn't eat during lunch and ended up throwing it away. Just as | was about to do that, | heard a loud 
commotion, 


"Leave him alone, Stian! It's not worth the effort." 


Stian Thoresen, one of my biggest tormentors next to Øystein, was shoving around some poor soul. His friends 
urged him to leave him alone. Stian threw the boy into the edge of the table where his companion sat terrified. 


"Watch your mouth, you little dweeb! Or else you're going to end up with more than a bruise!" 

After the pack of oafs left, | rushed over to where the blonde was and helped him up. He adjusted his glasses 
and thanked me. 

"Uh... My buddy and | here notice you're all by yourself so you're welcome to sit by us. If you want." 


"Sure." 

This was a first. No one's ever invited me to sit with them before. A few minutes passed by and no one said a 
word. The bustling of the lunchroom around me felt incredibly uncomfortable. It was easy to tell my presence 
was the issue so | decided to leave them be. 

"No, wait! Stay! We haven't introduced ourselves yet! I'm Richard Lederer-" 


"And my name's Michael Gregor.” 


"My name's Per. Per Ohlin. Nice to meet you." 


"Well, Per, are you up for something badass?" 


"Badass? Me?" 


Chapter 2 


"Psssst! Shut up all of you! Only I'm allowed to make fun of Dead!" 


Øystein hissed at everyone near the front to leave me alone. You'd think he meant well but no, Øystein treated 
me just the same as everyone else. (Maybe even worse) Why do | even associate myself with him? It's not 
like he considers me a friend or anything besides his personal punching bag. Oh yeah, that's right. Poor, poor, 
Per Ohlins a creepy freak that has no friends and would be better off hanging from a noose. 


"Mr. Aarseth, do you have something to say to the class?" 

Øysteins face flushed a funny shade of red when Mr. Hékansson called him out in front of the class. Everyone 
burst into laughter, shifting it away from me and onto Øystein. He shook his head and muttered pathetically 
under his breath. 

"Then keep your mouth shut while l'm teaching.” 

"Yeah, idiot! Keep your mouth shut!" 

Varg Vikernes rarely bothered me but there was still something about him that rubbed me the wrong way. 
Øystein continued grumbling and shot me a dirty glare. He mouthed something at me too but | couldn't quite 
understand what it was. The class dragged on and | scribbled a little drawing of a skeleton in my notebook 
instead of writing down notes. Art is the only thing I've ever been good at. That, and singing, if you can call it 
that. 

"Mr. Ohlin, please take off your hood." 

‘I'm sorry, sir.” 

"Now, Per, if | have Tell you again, l'm going to have to write you up." 

How embarrassing! | felt everyone's stares piercing me yet again. | didn't dare look up to meet any of them. 


Just as | was about to burst into tears, the bell's scream resonated in classroom and everyone shifted out of 


their seats. 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
My newest story! Hope you all enjoy! :) 


‘lm telling you, Ohlin, The Sisters of Mercy is the best band that has ever graced this miserable planet. 
Always have and always willl Have you listened to Floodland yet like | told you to?" 


Tom continued ranting about how his taste in music was superior to mine in every way, shape, and form. | 
casually ignored him for the most part but I'll admit, arguing with him was a lot of fun on my part. The 
arguments | had with my mother or anyone else for that matter always ended up in me 

getting hurt, whether it be physically or emotionally. When no one was around, I'd hurt myself but | didn't have 
the heart to tell anyone. 

"Merciless is way better than your gothic, post-punk shit!" 

"The Cure!" 

"Sarcofago!" 

"London After Midnight!" 

"Mercyful Fate!" 

"Echo And The Bunnymen!" 

"Venom!" 

"Type 0 Negative!" 

"Type 0 Negativel? Now there's something we can agree on, Per." 

Tom wrapped an arm around me and smiled. His smile radiated such a sense of warmth and kindness. There 
were just no words to describe it. Same could be said about those blue-grey eyes of his. | found myself 
getting lost in them constantly. When | was around Tom Cato Visnes, | truly felt happy. He was the only person 


at this goddamn school who actually treated me with some shred of respect. 


"I gotta get going, Ohlin. | have drama next and you know | don't want to be late for that. Take care, buddy." 


| waved goodbye meekly and stood up. It's against school rules to wear a hood indoors but | wore it 


nevertheless. | despised the way everyone stared at me during class. The hood helped ease my paranoia just a 


little bit. 


| approached the door to Room 255, prepared for the worst. My hand trembled as | reached for the doorknob 


and entered slowly. 
"Late again, it seems." 
Mr. Hakansson shook his head and continued teaching. | quickly took my seat and pulled out my notebook. Giggles 


could be heard from all around the classroom. Fortunately, | sat in the way back where | could drift off into 


my own little world without the disturbance of others. 


Chapter 4 


"According to the die, that's 8 points of nonlethal damage to the enemy. 
"What? How is it still breathing? | cast a ball of dark energy at it” 


"You cast it a necromancer whose immune to black magic! Also, your race of elf is significantly weaker than a 


typical elf, Silenius. Duh!" 


| must say, Dungeons and Dragons is not my idea of badass. Richard and Michael, or should | say, Protector 
and Silenius, are nice guys but also the pinnace of stereotypical nerd. | had no idea what was going on in the 
game at this point. Dozens of miniatures were scattered across the table. Each of them was carefully sculpted 
and painted with precision and technique. | could never see myself getting into tabletop RPGs but | respected 
the work that went into it. My gaze shifted towards the clock and | gasped. Bpm! | was going to be late to 
practice! | explained my sticky situation Protector and Silenius who looked a bit irritated but let me go without 
complaint. Bystein's house was not too far away from the school so | figured if | ran all the way there, I'd be 
fine. | severely underestimated the distance of his house though. By the time | arrived at his doorstep, it was 
already 8:45. Øystein was going to be pissed for sure. | was greeted by his mother who offered me dinner 
since it was already so late. | politely declined Mrs. Aarseth led me to the garage where a disgruntled Øystein 
scoffed at me. 


"Late again, huh! Typical. We were just about to call it quits too!" 


Mrs. Aarseth pulled her son aside and whispered up a storm with him. | couldn't catch most of what they 
were saying but | did hear the last thing she said. 


"Please don't be so hard on him, dear. You know how that mother of his is like..." 


Øystein led me inside where Jan and Jørn greeted me warmly, a rare thing indeed. Dystein rushed everyone to 
get ready. Its been awhile since I've practiced with Mayhem. There was a surge of energy flowing in my veins 
and a bunch of bottled up emotions ready to be freed. Øystein whistled, alerting everyone that we were about 
to start. 


“Alright, Chainsaw Gutsfuck!" 


After a minute or so of audial evil and chaos, | opened my mouth and began to scream. Lyrics, of course. It 
felt amazing releasing all my built up negativity into the microphore. It felt almost otherworldly. | screamed 
from the bottom of my lungs and from the depths of my dark subconscious. The combination of my voice and 
the other's instruments filled the entire garage with a vile noise straight from hell. It was all going perfectly 
but when | opened my mouth to scream again, silence was the only thing that escaped. Øystein growled at me 
to keep going but the only thing emanating from my throat was a pathetic, hoarse wheeze. Jan hopped off his 


drum set, came over by me, and shoved me roughly. 


"I told you he's worthless, Øystein. Even | could do a better job than this piece of shit" 


They all backed me into the corner where the insults and shoves began hailing down like a storm. Worthless. 
Pitiful. Waste of breath. Untalented. Idiot. Bystein and Jan pulled at my hair and clothing with an occasional 
punch. Jarn shuffled behind them awkwardly, not sure whether to step in or let them be. | was 
hyperventilating and the flood of tears made it nearly impossible to see. | was shaking uncontrollably and 
weeping like a child | begged them to stop but they wouldn't quit. The light bulb hanging down from the ceiling 
shook frantically and flickered as the torture went on Jørn stepped in and called me a freak. Soon they were all 
chanting the word and hollering. 


“Stop... Please..." 
Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! Freak! 


"STOP!" 


The bulb burst at this exact moment, drowning the room in complete darkness. Bystein and the others went 
over to investigate the mysterious explosion of the light. This was my chance to escape. When they turned 
their backs to me, | ran straight for the door with all my strength. What a strange sight it must have been 
to see a teenage boy running at night, crying his eyes out. My house was still a long way to go but | ran and 
ran without stopping. | knew if | stopped, I'd break down once more. My house was just in sight; a lonely cottage 
sitting on the edge of a dense forest. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
Based off personal experience. 


The creak of the door echoed throughout the house and sliced through the unnatural silence. | called out to 
my mother through tears hoping | would receive some kind of response. The house would have been completely 


enshrouded in darkness had it not been for the sliver of moonlight slipping through the crack in the curtains. 
"Mama, l'm home." 


| flickered on the lights yet my beloved mother was nowhere to be seen | called out to her once more. My 
house was inhabited by two people and nothing more so it was not a surprise that it was typically very quiet 
around here but there was an eerie lack of gospel music or praying or even my mother's yelling. Oh yes, those 
may be the few times where the house gets remotely loud Mama shouts at me at least once a day but | 
didn't mind really. Besides, | deserve it most of the time. Mama hits me on occasion too but | would never hold 


it against her. | loved my mama more than anything. She's the only person | have left in this world. 
"Mama?" 


| was freaking out at this point. td thought | would only have to deal with one panic attack today but | felt 
another one creeping right around the corner. | screamed her name at the top of my lungs and sprinted 
around the house, swinging all the doors open to see if she was there. What if she had abandoned me? What if 
she had left me just like my father? What if she finally got fed up with me? 


"Mama, don't leave me! Please don't leave me alone!" 
"Silence, child! You'll wake up the Devil with all this shouting!" 


Her thundering steps grew progressively louder as she came up from the basement. When she reached the 
top, | felt a wave of relief and fear sweep over me. Mama's face was hard and stern, as it usually was, but | 
leapt into her arms nonetheless. | looked up to meet her eyes and expected a look of sympathy but all | got 
was malice. Before | could ask what was wrong, | was struck right across the face. My cheek burned and hot 
tears pooled in my eyes. | was slapped again, harder than the last. Mama grasped my golden locks and yanked, 


pulling me closer towards her. 


"I know you were off with those devil worshipers again thinking | wouldn't you where you were. The eyes of 


God see everything, fooll You cannot hide from him!" 


She grabbed my shirt and shook me violently, screaming at me to repent and ask God for forgiveness. | was 


too weak to do anything but cry and beg her to let me go. Mama whipped open the room to the prayer room. 
"Anything but that, Mama! Please!" 


Many memories could be found in that very prayer room. None of which were happy. It was not really a room 
but a tiny closet in the kitchen. The walls were decorated with pictures of Christ and statues of his angels. 
Mama flung me into the cramped space and slammed the door. | pleaded with her to let me out as | heard the 
lock clicked. This tight closet was never meant to fit a person and definitely not a grown teenager. The walls 
around me felt like they were slowly closing in on me. Out of all of Mama's punishments, | feared this one the 
most. | screamed and screamed while Mama drowned me out with music. Was this her serenade? A symphony 
of my cries and the soft voices of a children's choir? It was useless to scream so | stopped and began to 
pray; pray that | would no longer have to endure this. A small mirror hung on the wall, reflecting back my 
pitiful self. If God couldn't love a worthless being like myself, how could Mama? | stared intently at the mirror 
with disgust. It shattered, covering me in shards of glass, and stifling a squeal. 


"Per?" 


Mama unlocked the door and stared at the broken mirror hanging sadly on the wall under a forlorn portrait of 
Jesus. She told me to go to my room quietly and | squeezed out of the prayer room and darted upstairs. Once 
| had recited my nightly prayers, | headed off to bed, preparing for yet another miserable day. | tried to sleep 
really but | couldn't get my mind off the mirror and the light bulb. 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for this short chapter! 


The next morning | found Tom waiting alone by the front gates of the school, shifting around nervously as if 
he was expecting someone. | was overjoyed to know that my morning wouldn't be so awful after all. Tom was 
the only person here | wanted to see after what happened yesterday. | attacked him with a tight hug but he 
simply chuckled weakly and shoved me away. 


"There's something | have to tell you, Per." 

Tom's confession made my heart sink lower than its ever sunk before. There were no words to be said and no 
tears to be shed. | was engulfed by a mix of anger and shock. | couldn't stand to look at him anymore; not 
after what he had just told me. 

"You're just like the rest of them." 

Of all the things a person can do to you, betrayal seemed to hurt the most. | haven't felt this pain since my 
wretched father abandoned Mama and | for some woman in a different part of the world. Tom tried to clutch 
my hand and attempt to talk to me about this whole mess but | pulled away with a scoff and walked away. 


"Per! Please come back! We can talk about this!" 


Like a coward, | ran away from the cold, hard truth. | figured that if | forced this out of mind, I'd be alright, 


but this was not the case. 


Chapter 1 


"Nice one, Laiho!" 


Marko Laiho, a rather friendly classmate of mine, lied on the ground, clutching his knee and groaning in agony. 
You'd think he was fooling around but by the sound of it, he was actually in a lot of pain Had no one else seen 
him dive for the ball and come crashing down on his knee? his friends demanded he cut it out so they could 
continue the game but Marko kept whining that he couldn't stand up by himself. Coach Lant rushed over to 
the injured volleyball star and picked him up in his arms like a newlywed bride. His team complained that it 
wasn't fair that the other team had more people and refused to go on without their most important player. 
Marko stared over at me sitting by myself on the bleachers and smiled. 


"Let Ohlin take my place." 


No way! Groans could be heard from everyone including Coach Lant. | didn't really want to play but | also didn't 
want to disappoint Marko so | set down my sketchpad and went over to the court. Fortunately, Marko's team 
positioned me in the way back where the ball rarely ventured. The game dragged on and | stood there foolishly, 
minding my own business while everyone else zipped across the court. The ball flew above the heads of my 
teammates and darted straight at me. | had no idea what to do other than be scared that it was going to 
smack me in the face so | closed my eyes and caught it in my arms. When | opened them again, | expected to 
be yelled at for breaking the rules of the game but | was met with silence instead. Everyone stared blankly at 
me without saying a word. | felt something warm trickle down my mouth. The ball in my arms was covered in 
the red substance | was much too familiar with. Blood spurted profusely from the nose all over my clothing 


and the ground. 
"Looks like you got a little leak there. Need a tampon? " 


The team roared with laughter and clapped wildly. | put my hands to my face but the bleeding just wouldn't 
stop. Mama had talked about "the red river" before and how evil it was. The blood dripped into my mouth. This 
bitter taste was worse than poison. | shuddered at the sight of my red hands and trembled. In this moment, | 
realized | was slowly bleeding to death. | was dying and no one tried to save me. The thought made me 
completely lose my mind. | screamed and ran towards my teammates, begging for help. | grasped one of them 
by the shirt but he shoved me away with disgust. | approached them all, showing them my bloody hands, but 
they all backed away and srickered. 


"Please! Help me! | don't want to die! Help! Help!" 


My classmates raided the equipment room and ran back with virtually every towel they could find, flinging 


them in my direction. 


"Plug it up! Plug it up! Plug it up! Plug it up!" 


Their chorus of ridicule echoed through the entire gym along with my useless cries for help. Why was no one 
helping me? Were they just waiting for me to die? Tears and blood trickled down my face. | clawed at it in 
desperation and continued to shriek like a banshee. This was it. | was going to die. | felt myself losing my grip on 
reality, slipping into a state of pure terror. | had no idea dying felt this awful. 


"Mama, Tom, Jesus, anyone! P-please.... 


Coach Lant's female assistant rushed out, confused by the giant circle of boys looming over me, towels 
scattered all over the place, the mass hysteria, and the screaming of a madman She shoved her way through 


the crowd, growling at everyone to shut up. 
"What the hell's going on here?" 


The girl threw everyone out of the way and grabbed me by my shoulders. This only made me screech louder 
with more fear. She was only trying to help but everything in that moment made me fly into a frenzy. 


"Honey, calm down! Calm down! Its only a nosebleed! Get a hold of yourself!" 


She shook me roughly and yelled at me to snap out of it. | could have sworn she was going to strike me like 
Mama had done last night and flinched. The ball in my lap burst with a loud boom causing the commotion in 
the gym to finally died down. She wrapped her arms around me and embraced me. | buried my face into her 
shoulder. Blood seeped into her clothing but she caressed my head gently and whispered in my ear that 
everything going to me alright. 


"Shh, shh, you're fine. You're fine. Everything's okay now, see? I'm here.” 
Her kind words soothed me and made me feel safer than I've ever felt before. The bell rang and everyone 


stampeded out of the gym. My savior escorted me to the locker room to clean myself up. | wish | could've 


stayed in her arms forever. 


